RED   TAPE  AND  WHITE
or Second Assistant to the Political Resident (Maj. Cox). The
Foreign Department refused to let me go there three months
ago because I was raw, untrained and junior, now it allows
me to be made Acting Consul! I certainly owe this change to
Cox whom I first met only this month; for not a soul in the
Legation at Tehran or the Foreign Department in Simla has
ever set eyes on me/
I spent the next fortnight in taking over the Consulate.
It was not an easy task. The incumbent, Mr. McDouall,
was the first Consular officer to be appointed to Moham-
merah in 1891: it was his first Consular post and he
hoped, and indeed assumed, that it would be his last.
Old, easy-going, rather deaf, with an Indian clerk who
could not type, and copied letters in an immense round-
hand, he had kept few records and written few letters.
He followed the old F.O. system of keeping all letters
in bundles, folded twice and docketed on the back. Each
bundle was tied with red tape and had its own pigeon-
hole: when it grew too bulky for the hole {3 in. X 3 in.) it
was wrapped in brown paper, tied with white tape, and
* shelved *, i.e. placed out of easy reach on a shelf running
just below the ceiling. McDouall though married to a
Moslem was a devout Protestant, not a great scholar, but
with a great fund of oral information. He had suffered
himself, or been allowed, to deteriorate both physically
and mentally, but he was much respected and not with-
out influence locally.
* (L.5 June 28) At 2 a.m. this morning I received an urgent
wire from Bushixe ordering me to report there for orders and to
discuss various questions arising from the transfer of Moham-
merah to the Foreign Department in India. I write this on
the mail steamer on my way back. The journey there was
twelve hours by sea: followed by an hour or so over choppy
shallows from the outer anchorage at Bushire in a steam
launch, ending with a six mile drive following the long axis
of the rather barren island to Sabzabad. I met some of the
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